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RECITATION BY ROBERT LEVENSON 


When a mother’s knitting socks or a sweater for her hoy, 

Tho’ her heart is touched with sorrow there is still a bit of joy, 

For it’s then she starts a-thinking of the days that have long gone hy, 
When she knitted little baby things while she hummed a lullaby; 

And as she rocked the cradle with ev’ry stitch she made, 

She looked at her baby’s smiling face and in her heart she prayed 
That he’d grow to be the kind of man she’d be proud to call her son, 

So that when the Master called her home, He’d say to her: “Well done! 
And he is that kind of man to-day; he’s gone to do his bit, 

There’s a service flag in the window and that mother’s mighty proud of it. 
She’s always sending little things that will cheer and comfort him, 

That’s why she’s knitting all day long until the light grows dim. 

It isn’t made of yarn at all — this sweater that he’ll wear, 

It’s made of a mother’s heart-strings and it’s knit with love and care. 

She murmurs little pray’rs for him there in the setting sun, 

As she counts the stitches like a rosary — one by one. 

So is it any wonder as she sits there day by day, 

That when her heart grows weary you’ll hear her softly say : 

Sing : 

Every stitch a tear, ev’ry purl a prayer, 

I’m knitting a rosary that will keep you safe and sound for me. 

* After singing a verse and one chorus, the singer recites 
this poem while the music of the chorus is played softly. 

When the point marked “SING” is reached the singer 
should sing the remaining lines just as they are in the 
chorus. 
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